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Aguatha Redmond, opera singer, alarting
Bor an auto drive tnp;'aw Yark, finds &

stranger sent aa her chauffeur. Shs Ie
annoyed, but he remains, Laaving the car
#ha goes into the park 1o fend the will of

&n old friend of her mother, who has left

r property. There she s accosied by &
sttanger, who followa her 1o the auto,
cllmbs In and chloroforms her,

CHAPTER 11.—Continued.

So he remembéred Clara Van
Camp's advies, wrote the whole story
to Aleck, and cast about for the one
Fuccessful business chance in the four
thousand nine hundred and ninety-
nine bad ones—as the statistics
have it

He actually found it in shoes. Foot-
ball muscle and grit went into the job
of putting superior shoa on inferior
foot, If nocessary—at least on so0ms
foot. He got a chance to TY his pow-
erg in the home branch of & manu-
facturing house, and made good.
When he came to fill a position whera
thers was opportunity to try new
ideas, he tried them. He inspected
tannerles and stockyards, He got com-
posite measurements of all the feet
in all the women's colleges In the
year ninety-seven, ho drilled salesmen
and opened & night school for the
dputtonholemakers, ha made sclentific
study of heels, and he Invented an
aristocratic arch and put it on the
market.

The tamily joked about his doings
as the harmless expariments of a live
Iy boy, but presently they began to
enjoy his income, Through it all they
were affectionate and kind, with the
matter-of-courde fondness which &
family gives to the membera that
takes the part of useful drudge. John,
the pet of the parents, married, and
had his own eyes opened, it is to
lbe supposed. Domald, the genius, bad

just arrived, after a dozen years or |

' @0, at the stage whera he was men-
tioned now and then in the literary
journsls. But Jim stuck to shoes
and kept the family on a fair tide of
modest prosperity.

Once, in the years of Jm's appren-
ticeship to life, thera cama OVEr him
a fit of soulsickness thal nearly
‘proved hls ruin.

“1 ean't stund this” he wrota to
Aleck Van Camp: “it's too hard and
dry and sordid for any man that's
ot a soul. It fsn't the grind I mind,
though thet is bar enough; It Is the
sCommercial Idea' that eats into &
man’s innards. He forgets there are
‘things that money can't buy, and in
‘his heart he grows contamptuous of
anything to be had ‘without money
and without prics” He can't help It
[Tt he 1= thinking of trade nine-tentha
\of the time, his mind gets set that
way. I'm ready any minute to Jump
lthe fence, llke father's old colt up
lon the farm. T'm not = tuoob, but 1
recognize now that thers’ was some
reason for all our old Hambleton an-
cestors belng so finlcky about trade.

“Do you remember how we used to
talk, when wa werg kiddies, about
keeping our ideals? Well, I belleve
I'm bankrupt, Aleck, in my account
with fdeals. I don't want to howl, and
/these remarks don't go with anybody
else, but I can gay to you, I want them
back again”

Aleck did as a kiddie should do,
writing much advice on long sheets of
paper, and [llustrating his points
riohly, llke a good Scotchman, with
sclentific instances. A month or two
later he contrived to have work to
‘do in Boston, so that he could go oul
to Lynn and look up Jimmy's case,
‘He even devised a cura by creating,
{in his mind, an office in the biological
world which was to be offered to
James on the ground that sclence
noeded just his abllitles and training.
‘But when Aleck arrived in Lynn he
(found that Jim, in some fashion or
other, had found a cure for himsell.
He was deeper than ever in the bus)-
ness, and yet, In some gpiritual sense,
he had found himself. He had cap
[tured his Ideal agaln and yoked it to
duty—which Is a great feat.

After tweive yoars of feroclous la-
|bor, with no wacations to speak of,
\James' mind took a turn for the worse.
|Physieally he was as sotad as a bel,
{though of lath-like thinness; but an

in his blood Jured his
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good shape, It I1s but justice to =ay
that {f it bad not been, Romance had
dangled her luring wisp o' light In
valn, Several of his new schemes had
worked out well, his subordinates
were of one mind with him, trade was
flourlshing. He felt he could afllord
a lttla epin.

Jimsy's radlating fancles focussed
themeelves, at lnst, pn the vision of
& trig little sail-boat, “a jug of wine,
a loaf of bread" in the cabin, with
posslbly a book of verses underneath
the bow, or more suitably, In the
ehadow of the sall: and Aleck Van
Camp and himself astlr in the rigging
or plunging together from the gun-
wale for an early swim. “And before
[ get off, 'll hear a singer that can
8lng.” he declared.

He telegraphed Aleck, who was by
this time running down the eyelid of
the squid, to meet him at his club in
New York. Then he made short work
with the family. Jxperience had
taught him that an atteck from am-
bush was most successful,

bre&kfast-table the very morning of
his departure. Edith was sixteen, the
tallest girl In the academy, almost
ready for college and reckoned quite
4 queen In her world—"You be good
and do my chores for me while I'm
away, and I'll bring you home a duke.
Take care of mother's bronchitis, and
keep the house straight. T'm going on
a cruise.”

“All right, Jim"—Edith could sl
ways be counted on to catch the ball
—"go ahead and have a bully time
and don't drown yourself, I'll drive
the team stralght to water, mother
nndI dad and the whole onutfit, trust
me."

Considering the occasion and the
sorrectness of the sentiments, Jim
forbors, for once, from making the
dally suggestion that she chasten her
language. By the time the family ap-
peared, Jim had Iald out a rigld
course of mction for Misa Edith, who
rose to the occaslon Hke a soldier.

“Mother'll miss you, of course, but
Jack and Harold"—two of Edith's ad-

mirers—"Jack and Harold can come
aronund -every day—satout arm to lean
upon, that sort of thing. Youn know
mother can't be a bit jolly without
plenty of men about, and since Sue
became engaged she retlly doesn't
count. The boys will think they are
running things, of course, but they'll
gee my lron hand in the velvet glove
—vyou can throw & blue chip on that,
Jimsy. And don't klss me, Jim, for
Dorothy Snell and T vowed, when we
wished each other’s rings on—Oh, well,
brothers don't count.”

And so, amid the farewells of a ten-
der, protesting famlily, he got off,
leaving Edith in the midst of one of
her monologues.

There was & telegram In New York
aaying that Aleck Van Camp would
join him in thres days, at the latest.
Hambleton disliked the club and left
{t, although his first Intentlon had
been to put up there. He plcked out
a modest, uptown hotel, new to him,
for no other reason than that it had
a pretty name, The Larue. Then he
begun to conslder detalls

The day after his arrival was ocon-
pied In making arrangements for his
boat. He put Into this matter the
same painstaldng buoyancy that he
had put Inte & dull. business for
twelve years, He changed his plans
halt a dozen times, and exceeded them
wholly in thoe slze and equipment of
the lttle vessel, and In the conse-
quent expense; but he justified him-
self, as men will, by a dozen good
reasons. The trig littla safl-boat
turned out ta ba a reapectable yaeht,
steam, at that. BShe was called the
Sea Gull. Neat In the beam, stanch
{n the bows, rigged for coasting and
provided with a decént living ontfit,
ghe was “good enough for any gentle-
man,” in the opinlon of the agent who
rentad her. Jim was balf ashamed at
giving up the more robust schems of
sailing his own boat, with Aleck; but
some vague and expansive spirit
moved him “to see,” ns he gald,
#what It would be like to go as far and
as faost as we pleass” Whila they
were about it, they would call on some
cousins at Bar Harbor and get good
fun out of it.

The idea of his holiday grew as he

sest ross. He went forth on Sunday
feeling na If some vital change wi
impending. His lttle cruise loom
up large, important, epochal
laughed at himself and thought,
his customary optimism, that a
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morning and wrote out the whole pro-
gram for Aleck's endorsement, sent
the [etter by special delivery and want
out to reconnolter.

The era of Sunday orchestral con-
certs had begun, but that day, to Jim's
rogret, the singer was not a contralto.
“Dramatic Soprano” was on the pro-
gram: a new/name, quite unknown to
Jim. His Interest in the sololst
waned, but the orchestra was enough.
He thanked Heaven that he was past
the primitive stege of thinking any
singla volee mare interesting than the
assemblaga of Instruments known as
orchestra.

Hambleton found a place in the dim
vastness of the hall, and sank Into his
seat in a moagd of vivid antielpation.
The instruments twanged, the aundi-
enoe gatherod, and at last the musle
began. Tts first effect was fo rouse
Hambleton to a sharp attention to de-
talls—the director, the people in the
orchestra, the peopls in the boxes;
and then he sottled down, thinking
his thoughts. The past, the future,
Hfe and its meaning, love and its
power, the long, long thoughts of
youth and ambition and desire came
flocking to his brain. The noble con-
flnence of sound that is music worked
upon him its immemorial miracle; his
heart softened, his Imagination glowed,
hia spirit stirred. Time was lost to
him—and earth.>

The orchestra ceased, but Hamble-
ton did not heed the commotion about
him. The pause and the fresh be-
ginning of the stringa scarcely dis-
turbed his ecstatic reverle. A deep
hush lay upen the vast assemblage,
broken only by the volees of the vio-
lins. And then, In the zone of silence
that lay over the llstening people—
silence that vibrated to the memory
of the strings—thera rose a little
gong. To Hambleton, sitting ab-
sorbed, It was as If the eireult which
galvanized him Into life had suddenly
been completed. He sat up. The sing-
er's lips were slightly parted, and her
voloe at first was no more than the
hall-voles of a flute, sweet, gentle, be-
gulling. It was borne upward on the
erest of the melody, fuller and fuller,
as on a flooding tide.

“Fres of my paln, free of my burden of
BOrrow,
At last I shall sce thee—""

There was freedom In the volce, and
the sense of space, of wind on the wa-
ters, of life and the love of life.

Jimsy waa a soft-hearted fellow. He
never knew what happened to him:
put after uncounted minutes he
geemed to be choking, while the or-
chestra and the people in boxes and
the singer hersell swam In & hazy
distance. He shook himself, ealled
somebody he knew very well an idiot,
and laughed aloud in his joy; but his
laugh did not matter, for it was
drowned In the roar of applause that
reached’ the roof.

Hm dld not applaud. He went ount-
doors to think about it; and after a
time he found, to his surprise, that
he could recall not only the song: but
the singer, quite distinctly. It was a
tall, womanly figure, and a fair, bright
face framed abundantly with dark
hair, and the least lttle humorous
twiteh to her lips. And her name was
Agatha Redmond.

“0Of course, she can sing; but 1t
{sn't 1ike having the real thing—'tlsn’t
an alto,” sald Jimsy ungratefully and
just from habit.

The day's experlence filled his
thoughta and quieted his restlessness.
He awaited Aleck with entire pa-
tlence, Monday morning he spent in
small necessary business affairs, se-
ouring, among other things, several
hundred dollurs, which he put In his
money-balt. About the middle of the
afternoon he left his hotel, engaged
a taxicab and started for Riversids,
The late summer day was fine, with
the afternoon haze settling over river
and town. He watched the protesslon
of carriages, the horseback riders, the
peopls afoot, the children playing on
tha grass, with a feeling of comrade-
ship. Was he not also tasting froe-
dom—a lord of the earth? Hias gaze
traveled out to the river, with the
glimmer here and there of a tug-boat,
a little steamer, or the white sall of
a pleasure craft, The blood nt some
sengoing ancestor atirred In bis veins,
and he thrilled at the thought of the
days to come when bls prow should
e headed offshore.

The tazicab had its Umitations, and
Hambleton suddenly became Imps-
tient of its monotonous slithering
along the firm road. - Telling the driv-
er to follow him, he descended and
arossed to where Catheédral Parkway
switohes off. Ha walked briakly, feel-
ing the timlc of the sea air, and circled
whera workmen were
lounging nway after thelr day’'s toll.
The unfinished edifice loomed up like

swung up imto his
but had uet yet discard-
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small sousd, but there was
thing about 1t It was start-
ling ﬂm 1n a summer skY.

Besides the workmen, there wns 1o
living thing In' sight on the hillside
exoept his own taxicab, swinging
slowly up tha avenue at that moment,
and a covered motorcar getting up
speed a square away. Even as the
car approachiéd, Hambleton decided
that ‘the strange sound had proceed-
ed from its ambushed tonnean; and it
was, surely, & buman volce of distress.
He stepped fprward to the ourd./ The
car was upohl bim, then lumbered
heavily and awiftly past, But on the
instant of it ng there mppeared.
beneath the 1{ffed curtain and quits

near ks own faca, the face of the
singer of yesterday: and from pale.
agom#éd lips, a6 If with dylng breath,

she erled, “Halp, help!”

Hambleton knew heor instantly, sl
though.the dark abundance of her halr
was almost lost bepeath hat and flow-
Ing vell, and the bright, humorous ex-
pression was blotted out by fear. He
stood for a moment rooted to the eurh,
watching the dark mass of the car as

E

ceats, and both struggled agaiost
logering daylight

‘A heavy policeman ’, the
had seen the car, He poiated west
nto the cavernous darkness of the
wharves. i

“If sha ain't down at the Fmperial
docks ghe's gone plump into the river,
for that's the way she went" he in-

!

of the city of Cork. Hambleton went
on past the cur¥ing street-car tracks,
dodged a loaded dray emerging from
the dock, and threaded his way nnder
the shed. He passed plles of trunks,
and a couple of truckmen dumping

No motorcar or velled lady.
sound of anything lke a woman's
volce. Hambleton came out into the
street again, looked about for another
probable avenue of escape for the
car and was at the point of baflament,
when the major-general poundad slow-
1y along his way.

elther!™ pointing to & smaller entrance
alongzide the I'mperial dooks, almost
concealed by swinging signe. It was

sight appeared too narrow for the
passage of any vehicle whatsoever.

not too narrow; moreover, it opened
on o level with the street
“It you resally want her, she's In

It swayed down the hill
beckoned sharply to his driver, met
the taxicab kalf way, and polnted to
the disappearing machine,

“Quick! Can you overtake {

“I'd Wke nothing better than to run
down one o' them Dopok machines!™
sald the driver.

% o

CHAPTER 111.
Midsummer Madness.

The driver of the taxicab proved
to be o sound sport.

Five minutes of luck, aided by
nerve, brought the two machines
gomewhat ‘nearer together. The mo-
tor-car gained In the open spaces, the
taxicab caught up when It e¢ame to
weaving its way In and out and dodg-
ing the trolleys. At tha frequent mo-
mentg when he appeared to be loging
the car, Hambleton reflected that he
had its number, which might lead to
something. At the Waldorf the car
slowed up, and the cab came within a
few yarde. Hambleton made up his
mind at that Instant that he had heen
mistaken In his supposition of trouble
threatening the lady, and looked mo-
mently to see her step from the ear
inta tha oustody of those starched and
lacquered menials who guard the por-
tals of fashionable hotals,

But It was eo. A signal was Inter-
changed between the occupants of tha
car and some watcher In the door-
way, end the car gped on. Hamble
ton. watching steadily, wondered.

“It she fa being kidnaped, why
doesn't she make somebody hear?
Plenty of chance. They couldn't have
killed her—that lsn't done.”

And yet his heart smote him as he
remembered the terror and distress
written on that countenance and the
ery for help.

“Something was the matter,"” mem-
ory insisted. "There they go west;
west Tenth, Alexander Street, Tenth
Avenge—" -

The car lumbered on, the cab half a
block,. often more, In the rear, through
endless reglons of smell ghops and
offices huddled together above narrow
sldewnlks, through narrow and wind-
ing streets paved with cobblestones
and jammed with cars and trucks,
squeezing past ourbs where dirty
children s=at playing within & few
inches of death-deallng wheels, Ham-
bleton wondered what kept them from
being killed by hundreds dally, but
the wonder was immediately forgot:
ten In & new subject for thought. The
cab had stopped, although several
yards of clear road lay ahead of it
The driver was climbing down. The
motor-car was nosing its way along
nearly n block ashead. Hambleton
leaped out,

"Of course, we've broken down?"
he mildly Inquired. Deep in his heart
he was superstitionsly thinking that
he would Tet fate determine his next
mova: if there were obstacles In the
way of his further quest, well and
good; he would follow the Facs no
longer.

"It you'll walt just a minute—" the
driver was saying, “until 1 get my kit
out—"

But Hambleton, looking ahead, saw
that the car had dlsappeared, and his
mind suddenly veered.

“Not this tlme,” he announced.
*Here, the meter says fourtwenty—
sou take this, I'm oft.” He put a five
dollar bill into the hand of the driver
and started on s> easy run toward
the west

Ho had cacght sight of the emoke-
stacks and masts In the near distance,
telling bitm that the motarcar had
almost, If not quite, reached the river.
Buch a wvehicle could mot disappear

Then he|

there, though what'll ba to pay If
you go in there without a permit, I
| don't know. I'd hate to have to ar
| rest yon."

“It might be the best thing for me
it you did, but I'm golog In.
might wait here a minute, Captalin, if
you will.”

“I will that; morg especially gs that
car was a stunner for speed and I
already had my eye on her. I'd llke
to see you fish her out of that hole"

Dut Hambleton was ont of earshot
and out of sight. An empty passage
smelling of bilge-water and pent-up
gases opened suddenly on to the larg-
{er dock. Damp flooring with wide
| eracks streteched off to the left; om
[the right the eolid planking terminat-
|ed puddenly In huge plles, against
which the water, capped with scum
and weeds, splashed fitfully. The riv-
or bank, lined with docks, seemed
lulled into temporary quietness Ferry-

rents of travel left here and there a
peaceful quarter such as this
Hambleton's gaze searched the dock
and the river In a rapid survey. The
dock itself was dim and vast, with a
few workmen looking like ants In the
distance. It offered wothing of en-

yards away, and getting farther away
every minute, was a yacht's tender.
Tha figures of the two rowers were
quite distinct, their oars making
rhythmical flashes over the water,
but It was Impossible to say exactly
what frelght, human or otherwise, it
carried. It was evident that there
were people aboard, possibly several
Even gs Hambleton strained his eyes
to see, the outlines of the rowhost
merged into the dimness, [t was
polnted llke a gun toward a large
vacht lying at ancher further out In
the stream. The vessel swayed pret-
tily to the current, and slowly swung
its dim light from the masthead.

“They've got her—ont in that boat,”
sald Hambleton to himeelf, feeling,
while the words were on his llps,
that he was drawing conclusiona un-
warranted by the evidence. Thus ha
stood, one foot on the slippery log
glding of the dock, watching while the
little drama played fitself out, so far
as his present knowledge could go. Hia
judgment still hung In suspense, but
his senses qulckened themselves to
detect, if possible, what the outeome
might be. He eaw the tender ap-
proach the boat, lle alongside; saw
one sallor after another descend the
rope ladder, saw & llmp, Inert mass
lifted from the rowboat and carried
up, as if it had been merchandlse, to
the deck of the yacht; saw two men
follow the limp bundie over the gun-
wale; and finally saw the boat herself
drawn up and placed in her davits.
Hambleton's mind at last slid to its
conclusion, like a bolt Into its socket.

“They're kidnaplng her, without a
doubt.” he sald slowly. For a moment
he wns like one struck stupld. Slowly
ha turned to the dock, looking up and
down its orderly.btt unpreposgessing
clutter, Dim lights shone here and
there, and o few hands were at work
at the farther end. The dull sllence,
the unresponslve preoccupation of
whatever life was o sight, made it all
goem as remote from him and from
this tragedy as from the stars.

In fact, It was Impersonal and re-
mote to such a degree that Hamble
ton's practical mind halted yot an ‘n-
stant, in doubt whathar there were
not some plausible explanation. The
thought came back to him suddenly
that the motor-car must be somewhers
in the neighborhood If his conclusiop
wore correct.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

. Steam for the Seil.

For a year or two past certain grow-
ers of tomatoes, cucumbers and simi-
lar vegetables for the London market
have been injecting steam into the soll
with a vlew 1o destroying Insects and
slugs. 1t is reported that the plan
works very well for that purpose, but
the operation brotight to light an un-

act—namely, that the soll

waylald and robbed a bank messenger
Tracked by

the villnge has now

This effect has been explalned as be-
ing due to the sterilization produced
by the steam, which killa the phago-
¢ytes or protozon which in ordinary
cireumstances keep down the number
of tmcterls in the soll whose operms
tions are beneflcent lo turning organio
nitrogen Into plant food.—Harper's
Weekly.

Take the Responalbiinty,
Don’t throw sand into your own
eyes by finding an excuse for yous
| mistakes in somedne alom

Amerles. Last year's
commonly heavy, head-
courss, by the Titanle disaster,
is & record-breaking volume

assorted freight from sn ocean liner. | -
por. |

"In thers, my son, and no nics place '

plainly a forbidden way, and at first |

But examination showed that it was |

You |

boatd steamed at their labors farther | |
up and down the river, but the ecur- |

couragement; but on the river, Afty |

Has Caught Fancy of Paris--
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The One-Piece Walking Suit

:

One-plece walking suit of copper-colored charmeuse with narrow lace

collar.

HOW TO WHITEN THE THROAT

| Lemon Julce or a Ripe Temato Wil
Removs Anv Disc~'~rationg—
Alcohol to Harden.
Shapeliness is pot all that is neces
sary to the making of « throat beautl
ful. The texture of the skin must be
fine and soft, white and unblemished.
Cleanliness s the first essentlal. A
good thorough serubbing with a not too
goft brush, hot water and soap, once or
| twice a week, will do no harm, the rest
of the time using the ordinary cloth.
| Apply lemon juice or a ripe tomato to
itm:.' discolorations that may appear,
and unless the pores are enlarged.
use cold cream freely
Alcohaol will harden the flesh. As
for the varifous bleaches, thére are
some that are harmiless, except insofar
a8 they Invariably are drying, which
| ultimately leaves the skin harsh and
brash. Here ls one that can easlly be
made at home, but, like the others, it
{8 drying, so be sure to counteract this
effect by applying cold eream after
using it. Mix halt an ounce of parox-
fde of hydrogen, eix ounces of witch-
hagzel and half an ounce of lactic acld,
Apply this with a soft cloth.

DAINTY SUMMER DRESS.

A summer dress of white lace em-
brofdered in yellow with underskirt
of white charmeuse. Belt of yellow

talfeta.

Wardrobe Box.
A spaco maver |8 the wardrobe box
which fits under the bed. This box

bars, which are affixed to the bed.
makea It possible to draw the
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MUST BE HAND EMBROIDERED

The Proper Thing for Both White and
Colored Linen Parasols—Wide
Variety of Designs.

White and colored linen parasols
show hand enbroidery. They are
mounited with Ivory or bone handles
and tips or with light nataral or pol-
ished wood handles and brass-pointed
tips. Some of them are finished about
the edge with {ringe, some with a plain
hem and some with an embroidersd
scallop. A wide varlety of designs is
shown in embroidered parasols, Satin
gtitch, eyelet work and outlining are
uged In combination to produce both
ornate and simple efects, Almost all
parasols are- made with eight panels,
and half a dozen skeing of cotton are
needed for embroidering sach panal

with a design of moderate size; five
or alx dozen skeins, thersfore, wotld
be sufficient for any parasol. The big

department storee make up the em.
broidered panels into parasols and seli
sticks nnd frames,

FLOWERS THAT MATCH FRCCK

One of the Prettiest Fancies of Many
Seasons s the Adornment
Thus Effected.

What & real pleasure women wmissed
when they were too prim to tuck a
bunch of flowers into their frocks, or
too fearful lest the stalks should etain
thelr pretty raiment.

Nowadays flowers are the finishing
touch of every tollette, and some wotn-
en give arders to thelr florista or thelr
gardeners for a bouguet twice or thrice
& day to match the gowns they Intend
Lo wenr.

In the evening it is usual to wear a
gingle and very exquisite blossom. the
work of humian hands. A giant rose, a
mammoth poppy, an orchid—all are
popular. Strange fantasles in mater-
Inl are employed; here & lace Sower
tipped with fur, and there one made of
hand painted mousseline, o marvelous
copy of nature’s own handiwork

Lace Blouses,

Laece will be o feature of the coming
summer, and the heavy lace blouse
will be once more indispensable. For
gome time cluny, Irish point, and
Bruges have been neglected, and now
they are to be revived; not In pure
white, but In a deep ochre tint. 1
have seen one in & combination of
Irieh and cluny made in kimono fash-
fon, with the dleeves half way down
the arm In black satin, These sleaves
do not reach much beyond the elbow,
and the introduction of the black satin
near the skin gives a new touch to
the lnce blouse. A slim white throat
looks well uncovered, and the new
blouses are made without collar
bands, as were most of the bodices
jast winter. But where the throat is
marked, It as as wall to cover it with
transparent not,

Crepe Walsts,

A college girl who ware cotion crepe
walsts to =ave her lnundry blils, had
difMeulty In renideriog them wearable
at first, aa they were too llmp It not
starched at all and, If starched, wring-
ing them made the ptarch  uneven,
says the Modern Priscllla. She ex-

perimented until she found that by

washing them in thin staroh and hang-
tng them up to drafn on a coat hang-
er, without wringing, they were ex-
sotly right. : s
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